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And in the End 


The phone rang. 


"Fuck." | glanced over at the cell phone sitting at the far end of the mixing boards. "No. Gotta fix this." | looked 


back at the computer screen, maneuvering my mouse so that | could click and drag my drum track to match 


up with Rob's bass line. We'd only been in the studio about two months, but we'd made great progress on 
laying down new material. There were already at least five songs in various stages of production As of yet, we 


still didn't have a title for the new album, but | wasn't worried about it. We had plenty of time. 


The phone kept ringing and my hand tightened on the mouse. "Fuck! Don't they know I'm busy here?" | shoved 
away from the desk, and the chair's momentum wheeled me toward the phone. 


| grabbed it. "Ja? Ulrich." Even as | answered, | was squinting at the distant computer screen. There was one 


other area that looked like it could use some work.. 

"Lars?" 

Surprised at the familiar voice on the other end, | forgot about Pro Tools and editing the new song. "You're the 
last person | expected to call me." The line was quiet so long, | thought maybe | had lost the signal. "Jason? You 
still there?" 

"Yeah," he finally answered. "Look, | really didn't want to talk to you--" 


"Then why did you call?" | interrupted, old anger stirring in my gut. 


"Damn it, Lars, will you let me finish? This is hard for me. But sometimes we have to do things we don't wanna 


do." 


| sighed, trying to ease the stranglehold my emotions had on me. "Then maybe we should make this short. Why 
did you call?" 


"I'm worried.” 
That's it? | rubbed my forehead. "Worried? About us? Since when do you care?" 


"| don't care about you or James." Jason's voice was cold. "You both made my life a living hell for over 
fourteen years. But | do care about Kirk He was the only one who backed me up when you and James --Fuck- 
-he was the only one who understood. After all, | wasn't the only one you trashed on a regular basis. Toward 


the end, he was the one keeping me sane." 


| ignored most of his remarks--it was trampled ground anyway--and focused on what he wasn't saying. 
"You're worried about Kirk. That's bullshit. | know for damn sure you haven't seen Kirk in almost a year." 


There was a brief silence, probably because he was remembering the last time he had seen Kirk. Finally he 
spoke, "I haven't seen him, but | have talked to him." 


| sat up in my chair. "You've talked to Kirk? Why the fuck would he talk to you? He wouldn't have anything to 
do with you. Not after what you did. Or don't you remember?" 


Jason didn't answer. 


"Does last spring ring a fucking bell? The night when you wanted to surprise him in his hotel room?" My tone 
was hard, but | didn't care. "Well, you sure as fuck surprised him, didn't you, Jason 


"What happened that night is none of your business," Jason growled. 


| had definitely hit a nerve. Well, that was just fine by me. I've wanted to get to the bottom of things for a 
long time. "That's where you're wrong. Kirk made it my business when he called me for help." | paused, the 
scene still vivid in my mind. Kirk on his knees..propped up against the bed, and clutching the blanket in a white- 
knuckled grip. Jason was leaning against the wall, breathing heavily. "You were drunk off your ass that night. 


And | was the lucky son of a bitch that got to haul you out of there." 
"You don't know shit about that night," Jason snarled over the line. 


"Not much," | answered. "Kirk refused to talk about it. Hasn't said a word about it since. But | did hear him tell 
you that he wouldn't go with you. That he was never going to leave." My voice dropped a notch. "And | saw the 
way his ripped t-shirt hung on him, noticed the way he cradled his stomach. It was hard to miss the way he 
moved so stiffly the next day. And the bruises | glimpsed on his arms were shaped like fingers." | laughed 


suddenly, but it wasn't a pretty sound. "But your eye was swelling. | figured it turned a nice shade of black. Am 
| right?" 


"Damn you." It was no more than a whisper. 
‘Nose was bleeding, too." | grinned savagely. "Whatever happened to you that night, you fucking deserved." 


"Shut the fuck up!" Jason burst out. "Just leave it alone. You have no idea what went on between Kirk and |. 
And you never willl And that just pisses you off." 


| rolled my eyes. "Whatever, man. | don't need all the details to figure out what happened. Even if | hadn't seen 
you, | saw Kirk" 


"Y--you saw all those things?" Now Jason sounded unsure. "If you saw--then.then--No, not possible." 


"What's not possible?" | was starting to enjoy this. "You think if | noticed, then someone else might have 
noticed? Someone like James, maybe?" | waited a beat. "Sounds possible to me." 


"No fucking way. There's no fucking way he would have noticed. If he had...” 
"If he had, we wouldn't be having this conversation?" | had definitely derailed him. Jason couldn't decide whether 


to be angry, worried, or scared. There was some satisfaction in that. "He did notice. This is Kirk we're talking 


about. You're a fucking idiot if you thought James wouldn't notice.” 


Jason snorted. "Well, then, | guess the Mighty Hetfield isn't as mighty as he thinks. All that fucking therapy 


must have made him weak." 


| shook my head. Jason was clueless. "You're still in one piece because Kirk kept putting him off. Like | said, Kirk 
has never mentioned the details of that night to *anyone* including James. The only reason | know as much as 


| do is because Kirk needed my help." 


"So you've never said anything to James? Why do | find that so hard to believe? Come on, Lars, it's not like 
you to pass up an opportunity to screw me over. Fuck knows you did it often enough while | was still part of 


Metallica." 
The derision in his words shattered the fragile hold | had on my temper. "Now just a fucking minute--" 


"No, you wait a minute!" Jason's own anger flowed through the receiver. "You and James have been out to get 
me for years. | was never good enough for you. | never fit in | was never part of the fucking band. You never 
let me. At every turn, you pushed and shoved me back into my place. Now you're trying to tell me that out of 


the goodness of your heart, you decided to protect me from James? Yeah, tell me another one." 


"You're one paranoid motherfucker." | finally found my voice. "I don't know where all of this is coming from. We 
were never out to get you." | took a deep breath and let it out slowly. Things between us had been fucked up 
for so long, | sometimes forgot what part | played in Jason's leaving. Now my anger felt like a lump of coal in 
my stomach. "Jason, we tried to make things work.fuck, | know you don't think so, but we did. You think we 
wanted you to leave? We never wanted that. But..shit” | ran a hand through my hair. "Look, it wasn't until you 
left that we figured out how fucked up things were." 


“How fucked up things were." Jason laughed mirthlessly. "What an understatement. | tried to be your equal, 
but it doesn't work that way, does it? You and James have always called the shots. If it didn't fit into the 
Ulrich/Hetfield plan, it got thrown out with the fucking trash. You never took any of my suggestions seriously. 
Never let me contribute. And | hate you for that, Lars. Hate you and James both for keeping me locked in a 


cage." 


| froze. The anger and contempt in those words wrapped around me like barbed wire. There were too many 
hidden traps there. If | weren't careful, | could slip and get caught in one. | tried for calm and even "Look, l'm 
not proud of some of the things | said or did. James and | are both sorry for the shit we pulled. We hurt you. 
| understand that now. But it's time to put this past us. It's been too fucking long. Why don't you give us 
another chance? It's time to let this go." 


"You self-centered, selfish prick. You're just trying to get me to apologize so that all is once again perfect with 
your world. Well, I'm not going to make you feel better. It's not going to happen. You're just gonna have to live 
with your guilt” The righteous anger was replaced by cold fury. "I can never forgive you or James for what 
you've done. This is just another one of your fucking power plays. ‘Come on, be a good boy, Jason, do what 


Lars tells you," Jason mimicked. 


| strived to control my own emotions. One of us had to keep his head. "We're not like that anymore. We've 


changed. I've been trying to tell you that!" 


"You sound like you believe that," Jason said "Maybe you do. Maybe therapy was actually good for something. 
But don't you see? It doesn't change anything. You're still the little dictator and Hetfield will always be the 


control freak. A man can't change his true nature no matter how much he wants to." 


The bitterness in his voice floored me. Yeah, Jason still had issues, but they were much deeper and more 
profound then | thought. | should have been surprised, but | wasn't. He wasn't the only one. Hell, just look at 


Dave Mustaine. 


| tried again. "You think | told James that something happened between you and Kirk that night. Well, | didn't. | 
can't claim to know what went down, but | can guess. You had--have..feelings for Kirk. | do know that much. | 
think that night you asked him to leave Metallica. Or James. Or both. I'm not sure and it doesn't matter. It 
didn't turn out the way you thought it would and things got out of hand" 


"Where are you going with this?" Jason growled. "I don't wanna talk about--" 


"Let me finish," | said, standing to pace the floor. "I was so fucking angry at you that night. You might be 
afraid of James, but let me tell you, that night your life was in *my* hands. And believe me, | wanted nothing 
more than to rip your throat out for hurting Kirk" 


"So why didn't you?" Jason said sullenly. 


"Kirk," | replied. "I realized he was much stronger than | ever gave him credit. Whatever issues you had 
between the two of you, he handled it. | didn't need to come to his defense. Kirk could take care of himself." | 
had been proud of Kirk that night. "He forgave you, too. | could do no less. Besides, | figured you were already 
hurting..in more ways than one. And, despite the shit you pulled, | still considered you my friend, Jason. | 
thought you had suffered enough. Why drag things out and tell James? There was no point. So he's never 


heard it from me and he never will." 


There was a minute of silence on the other end and | thought that Jason was finally listening. But my hope was 


wasted. 
"Talk as much as you want, Lars. That's what you're good at, isn't it? Always throwing up a wall of words to 
keep you safe. But, see, | know you. You're just blowing smoke. You don't care about anything or anyone. You 


only care about yourself. All the fucking therapy in the world won't change that." 


| stamped my foot and resisted the urge to scream. "Haven't you heard a fucking word I've said? There's a 


chance to start fresh here. Why the hell won't you take it?" The door opened behind me, but | didn't turn 


"Maybe at one time | would have taken you up on that offer. You almost had me convinced you and James had 


changed. That is until | found out that James had hurt Kirk" 


"Is that what you've been trying to tell me?" | turned around and saw James. He gestured to the phone and | 
shook my head. "James and Kirk are just fine. And, truthfully, if James and Kirk were having problems you 
wouldn't know fuck about it. You aren't here and you certainly don't talk to us. So why don't you give me a 


break and shut the fuck up." 


"Yeah," Jason said. "There's the real Lars Ulrich. Thought you could snow me with your pretty words, huh? But 
| know better. | know *you® better.” 


"Jason," | growled, my anger returning. There was only so much | could take. "You don't know shit about Kirk. Or 


James for that matter." 

"That's where you're wrong," Jason answered. "I don't give a fuck about James, but | know Kirk better than 
you think. You're right. He did forgive me for that night. And we do talk. In fact, | talked to him around four 
this morning. He sounded awful. Tired. Rough. Whatever the fuck James did to him, it was bad." 
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And in the End 
Part Il 


| glanced at James. I'd almost forgotten he was there and listening to my part of the conversation. Shit. | put 
my free hand into my pocket, forcing my limbs to relax. James could get quite emotional where Kirk was 


concerned. No need to trigger his anger with my own. 


‘ls something going on with Kirk? He okay? | mouthed at him and promptly winced. It was probably not the best 
thing to ask when | was trying to keep him from blowing his stack. 


James stared at me. He gave a slow nod then jerked his chin toward the phone. ‘What--' 


‘Not now. Give me a minute: | knew he wouldn't like that, but it was the best | could do right now. "I don't know 
what you're talking about, man," | said to Jason. "I've been with Kirk all morning and he hasn't said anything.’ 


Jason's harsh laugh grated on my nerves. "And that's what's bothering you, isn't it, Lars? You don't know 
what's going on. | bet you had to ask James if something was up with Kirk. Well, you know what? He wouldn't 


know either." 


| gritted my teeth. Jason certainly knew what buttons to push, but | wasn't going to give him the satisfaction 
of knowing that. "Thats where you're wrong. If Kirk wasn't okay, James would know." 


"Yeah, right. Ever stop to think he might be the fucking problem? Shit, | don't have time for this. Obviously, 
you aren't going to tell me what the hell James did. Fuck it. Ill just call Kirk back. I'll get him to tell me." 


"Nothing's wrong between James and Kirk They're solid Have been for a while. | don't know why you're saying 
this shit” | paced around James who was frowning in that dangerous Hetfield way of his. 


"Maybe because it's true," Jason shot back. "You might not want to believe it, but Kirk called me and he was 
pretty upset. Shit, | should have known you'd back James on this. Forget it, Lars, I'll take care of this myself. 


Sorry to have bothered you because you obviously don't care." 


‘Of all the fucking nerve.| care, you prick So if something's going on with Kirk, you need to fucking tell me." 
"I don't have to tell you anything," Jason stated. "You know, | think now | can convince Kirk to leave you two 
fucking tyrants behind and be with me. This just might be the opportunity I've been looking for. Tell James, 
thanks." 


"Fuck you." My hand twitched spasmodically around the phone. "If you think you can get Kirk to leave Metallica 


then you're one stupid motherfucker!" 

"| guess we'll see," Jason promised coldly. 

The line closed. "He hung up on me," | told James as | pocketed the phone. "He is so angry..so fucking angry.” 
James nodded. "I'm not surprised. There just doesn't seem to be anything we can say or do to change that." 


"We'll never be friends again. He's just carrying around too much shit from the past, you know? He can't 


fucking let it go and it's messed him up. | think he's totally lost it" | shook my head. "You ever talk to him?" 


"Yeah. Tried anyway. Wanted to apologize for, well, everything.” James ran a hand through his short hair. "He 
came by Kirk's place and | was there. | didn't even get to finish my sentence. He just walked out. | haven't 


spoken to him since." 


| rubbed at my eyes. "Shit, he's fucked up." There just wasn't anything | could do about it. "So, um, does he talk 
to Kirk?" 


"Jason calls Kirk every once in a while. Maybe every few months. Their conversations are usually pretty short. 
Kirk told me once that when they talked it was kind of awkward. Jason always seemed to end up complaining 
about something. Usually you or me. And you know Kirk, he just doesn't deal well with that sort of thing.” He 
took a few steps toward me. "You gonna tell me what that conversation was about?" 

"I didn't know he and Jason still talked" | wasn't ready to answer his question 

"You surprised?" James quirked an eyebrow. 


| shifted from one foot to the other. "Yeah, | am." 


"You shouldn't be," James said quietly. "Kirk forgave him for being such an asshole that night in Spokane. For 
Kirk, that meant letting it go and moving on" 


My mouth dropped. "Wait..wait a fucking minute. You knew? This whole time | thought it was some big secret, 


and it wasn't? How long have you known?" 


"The minute | walked into that hotel room that night, | knew something had happened." James stared hard at 
me. "Kirk barely talked to me, barely looked at me. He was upset. Worst of all, he was hurting physically. | 
noticed that right away. l'm fucking in love with him, Lars, how could | not?" 


"He told me not to say anything to you about it 


"Yeah, | know," James said. "But | wouldn't leave him alone about it and | don't think he actually wanted to keep 
it a secret from me. We've been trying to communicate better. Still, it wasn't until a few days later that he 
finally told me that Jason had made a pass at him that night" James’ lips tightened. "Kirk rejected him and 


Jason got violent." 


"Kirk never did go into detail about it, but | kind of figured something like that went down," | said. "What | don't 
understand is why you didn't go after Jason 


"It wasn't easy," James replied. "| wanted to track him down and kick his ass." He leaned against the counter. 


"Kirk told me that things had already been settled between them. There was nothing for me to worry about" 
"And you let it go? That doesn’t sound like the typical Hetfield M0." 


James took a moment before he answered. "No. Not typical. | had a hard time letting it go, but | didn't have 


much choice." 


"Why?" | sat back down in my chair, leaning back so | could study James. | could see the residual anger in the 
tightening of his lips. Jason would always provoke that response. However, there was a calm acceptance about 


him, too. "Why not?" 

"Kirk told me to keep out of it" 

"And you did?" 

"Can't seem to get your mind around that, can you?" A small smile touched his lips. "It's like this, Uli, Kirk 
handled it. handled Jason. If | were to swoop in like some avenging angel, how would that make Kirk feel? It's a 
matter of trust--no, that's the wrong word. It's hard to describe. | had to..." James paused. "| had to let Kirk 
do what he had to do in order to keep him.although | don't own him. Do you get what | mean?" 

The frustration in James’ voice was hard to miss. "You took a step back and let Kirk fight his own battle. It is 
a matter of trust. Or maybe faith is a better word. You had enough faith in Kirk to let him handle things. 
Damn, James, when did you fucking grow up?" | leaned forward and slapped him on the leg. 


"Wise-ass," he muttered "Still, it's hard *not to want* to protect him." 


"You don't have to stop wanting to protect him," | countered. "You just can't keep him wrapped in cotton, that's 
all. Besides, I'm sure Kirk felt he was protecting you that night." 


"Protecting me? Where do you get a lame ass idea like that?" 
"Oh, let's see." | started a count on my fingers. "One, he didn't want to tell you about Jason's visit because he 
didn't want you to worry. Two, he didn't let you go after Jason because he didn't want you to get hurt. See 


where l'm going with this?" 


James reluctantly nodded. "Guess | never thought of it that way. | wanted to protect him; he wanted to 
protect me. Sounds kind of fucked." 


"No, man," | corrected, "normal. It's the way things work when you love someone." 


"Yeah, just never really thought of myself as needing a protector." James had a faraway look in his eye. "I kind 


of like the feeling." 

‘lm sure Kirk feels the same way," | said, "knowing you're looking out for him." 

"| try," James murmured. 

| licked my lips, uncertain how to phrase my next question "So, um, | gotta ask.. Kirk's okay, right?" 
James’ eyes narrowed. "He's fine. Doing great, actually. Why do you ask?" 

eeuna 

Lars, what the hell are you getting at?" 

"It was just something Jason said--" | started to say. 

"What? What the fuck did he say?" The sudden growl was unmistakable. 


Yeah. Jason would always trigger that response. | took a deep breath and let it out slowly. "Did Kirk tell you he 
talked to Jason this morning?" 


James shook his head. 

"Does Kirk usually tell you when he talks to Jason?" 

James frowned. "Kirk doesn't have to report to me about who talks him. What kind of fucking relationship do 
you think we have?" | stared at him until he sighed. "For the record, Kirk doesn't have to tell me when he talks 


to Jason, but, yeah, he usually does." 


"And he didn't this time?" 


"No, Uli, he didn't, but if you haven't noticed, we've been pretty busy this morning. He might not have gotten 
around to it. Or maybe he figured he didn't need to tell me. Because, you know, he doesn't." 


"Yeah, yeah, | get that" 
"Are you fucking going to tell me what's going on?" James loomed over me. 
"Jason says something is bothering Kirk" 


"What? No way." James shook his head. "If something was bothering Kirk, he'd come to me. He *always* comes 
to me. Fuck, Jason would be the last person he'd go to." 


"Would he come to you if it was *you* that was bothering him?" | didn't want to ask, but there was no way 
around it. 


"Jason thinks | did something to him," James stated flatly. "Isn't that rich..coming from him..fucking prick. Damn 
it. If it were anyone else but you asking me that, I'd be pissed" James looked like he was doing a good 
impression of ‘pissed’ to me, but | didn't say anything and he went on. "Strangely enough, if it was *me* that 


was bothering him, then, yeah, he'd still come to me." 


"Well." | trailed off, not knowing what to say to that. | wanted to believe it and yesterday, | would have. But 
right now..shit. "Did you guys argue about anything? Anything at all?" 


The muscle in James’ jaw twitched. Fuck. Not a good sign. 
"Out with it, man. Tell me. What happened?" 
"We argued about dinner last night." 


| rolled my eyes. "Dinner? Please. That's not really an argument. Want to tell me what you really argued 
about?" 


"We didn't argue," James said, his voice low as if he didn't want to lend credence to what he was saying. "We 


had a discussion" 
| crossed my arms. "Okay, you had a discussion. About what?" 
James didn't answer. He looked away, avoiding my eyes. 


| glanced up at the ceiling and sighed. God, grant me patience. "You argued about the commitment ceremony 


thing again, didn't you?" | asked, finally looking back at him. 


James continued to stare at the wall. "We didn't argue, Lars. We had a discussion" He turned his head, finally 
looking me in the eye. "Kirk wants a commitment ceremony and l'm not ready for that. He's trying not to push 
and I'm trying to come to grips with the idea, but its taking me some time. Kirk's okay with that.” 

"You sure about that, Het?" | cocked my head at him. "Did Kirk storm out after your discussion?" 

"No," James said. "I told him | wasn't ready and he said that when | was, he'd be waiting, but if | was never 
ready then that would be okay, too. Told me he loved me and then we kissed. Went back to cooking dinner after 
that. There's nothing wrong." He hesitated. "At least | don't think there's anything wrong." 

"What makes you say that?" 


James crossed his arms and unconsciously rubbed at one of his elbows. "I went to bed alone last night." He bit 


his lip. 

He went to bed alone? "James--" 

"But when | woke up this morning, he was curled next to me," he went on as if | hadn't spoken. "Look, 
everything is okay. | know it. If something were wrong, Kirk would tell me." James sounded desperate. "There's 


nothing wrong. There can't be anything wrong." 


| patted his arm. It had been a long road for him and Kirk. Now they were both happy. | knew James didn't 
want to lose that. "I'm sure you're right. But why don't we ask him? Can't hurt” 


"| don't know." Now James sounded miserable. "It might." 


"Hey, when something's bothering Kirk, the first person he turns to is you. When something is bothering you, 
you turn to him. Right?" He nodded and | went on. "So, go to him. I'm sure everything's okay.” 


"You're right." James gave me a small smile, arms dropping to his sides. "Okay. Let's go find him. | left him in 


the kitchen with Rob." 
| followed him out the door and down the hallway. 
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And in the End 
Part Ill 
Rob met us outside the kitchen "Hey," he mumbled between bites of his sandwich. "What's up?" 


| grinned at him as he finished the last of his sandwich and licked the peanut butter off his fingers. "Kirk still 
in there?" | gestured toward the kitchen 


"Naw, man, he headed off to the lounge a few minutes ago. Said he had some lyrics he wanted to dash off 
before he forgot them." Rob looked from me to James. "Everything okay?" 


"Yeah, why shouldn't it be?" James asked. 
Rob shrugged. "You look kind of worried. Thought it might be about Kirk" 
| exchanged a glance with James. "Did Kirk say something to you? Is something bothering him?" 


"Nah," Rob said. "He was falling asleep at the kitchen table. | had to nudge him to keep him awake. He must 
have had a rough night" 


James' eyes widened and | grabbed him by the arm. "It's okay, man. We're gonna ask him, right? Don't worry 


yet." 
"Too late," James muttered at me. "What if I've screwed up? What if he lea--" 
"Stop it!" | broke in. Damn Jason. James didn't need to feel this doubt. "Let's go find him." 


James only nodded and led the way to the lounge. Rob ard | followed him through the open door and stopped 


short. 

Kirk was sprawled out on the sofa sound asleep. He still had a pen in his hand and a notebook was beside him. It 
looked like he had dozed off in mid-thought. He must not have had much sleep last night. Great. Now | was 
beginning to worry. 

"Shit, he must be exhausted," Rob whispered 

"Yeah. Can you grab a blanket from the closet?" | asked before turning to James. 

James was kneeling in front of the couch, brushing Kirk's hair from his face. He leaned down and kissed him 
lightly on the forehead before removing the pen and the notebook and setting them on the end table. "He's 
okay. We're just fine. | know it, Uli, | know it" His voice was low, but | still heard the conviction of his words. He 
stood up. "Jason doesn't know what he's talking about. He doesn't know shit about us." 


| nodded, taking the blanket from Rob. "Here. Might as well let him sleep a while.” 


James grabbed the blanket and spread it out over Kirk He gave his lover one more lingering glance before 


turning to Rob and me. "You guys have something to work on? | have to run an errand.” 
"Yeah, | was doing some editing when Jason called. | wasn't quite finished" 

Rob shrugged. "I'll warm up. No big deal. Looks like Kirk needs to sleep so take your time." 
"Right. I'll be back in an hour. Two hours tops." James breezed past us and was gone. 
"What's going on, Lars?" Rob asked. 


| sighed and started for the door. "You got a few minutes? It's a long story." He fell in step beside me as we 


left Kirk to his sleep. 


Almost two hours later, the both of us were in the main studio, jamming a little. I'd finished my editing and 


there was only so much warming up Rob could do on his own before getting bored. 
James walked in, looking happier than when | had last seen him. "Thought I'd find you two here." 
"Kirk still asleep?" | asked, knowing he stopped by to check. 


James nodded and picked up his guitar. "He should be up soon" 


| raised an eyebrow at him. “All right, man, where did you go? What did you do? You are not the James 
Hetfield that left here." 


James grinned at me. "I did some thinking and | realized how happy Kirk makes me. | feel better about things 


now. 
| opened my mouth to reply, but he ripped into Fuel. | had no choice, but to shut up and follow his lead. James 
had been my best friend for over twenty years, but there were times when even | didn't know how his mind 


worked. It made life exciting. 


Kirk wandered into the studio just as the last note of Fuel died away. He stretched then picked up his guitar. 
‘Sorry, guys. Didn't mean to fall asleep.” 


"Hts okay," | answered, watching him. "Looked like you needed it" 

"| did" he said through a yawn. "Sorry. Damn, I'm tired" 

"You still look beat," Rob observed "Didn't get enough sleep last night?" 
"Nah, man" Kirk rubbed at his eyes. "Only slept about two hours 


"Why?" James finally broke his silence as he put his guitar back in its stand. "I know it wasn't me that kept 
you up." 


Kirk smiled at him, wiggling his eyebrows. "No, that was the night before." 
James reached out and touched Kirk on the shoulder. "What's wrong? You okay?" 


"Nothing's wrong. | stayed up late reading that new book | picked up at the bookstore. Couldn't put it down. I'm 
fine. Nothing a good night's sleep won't take care of" This was said with another yawn, 


"Is that why you didn't come to bed?" James asked. "I mean | must have fallen asleep waiting for you." 


"Oh, man. I'm sorry," Kirk said. "| stayed in the living room because | didn't want to bother you. To tell you the 
truth | was only going to read a chapter or two, but | got into the story and lost track of time." 


James reached over and grabbed Kirk's guitar, placing it back in its stand Putting both hands on Kirk's 
shoulders, he stared at Kirk "Are you sure you're okay? Nothing's bothering you? There isn't something you 
want to talk about?" 


| moved from behind my drum kit and walked toward them. Kirk flashed a look at me and it was easy to see 
that he was confused. 


"James," he said. "Nothing's bothering me. I'm okay. Um, what's going on?" 

"You'd tell me if something was wrong? You'd talk to me?" James asked. 

Kirk frowned. "If something were wrong, I'd tell you. You know that. | tell you everything." 

"You aren't pissed because we argued about the commitment ceremony again?" James was persistent. 


"Huh? No." Kirk shook his head. "No, James. We talked about it and | know how you feel. That's enough for me. 


Where did you get the idea | was upset about our discussion? Where is all this coming from?" 


James let him go and took a couple of steps back. "I knew it.” He looked over at me. "Bastard lied, Uli. | don't 
know why, but he did" 


"Okay." Kirk crossed his arms. "Enough with the cryptic routine. What the fuck is going on?" 

| decided to answer. "Jason called." Okay, not much of an answer. 

Kirk's eyes narrowed and his mouth opened, closed, opened. "Yeah?" He raised his arm, palm up, jabbing at the 
air with each of his next words. "And? So?" With a sigh, he dropped his hand. "Give me a clue here. What does 
Jason have to do with this?" 


"Have you talked to him at all lately?" James asked. 


Kirk nodded. "He called early this morning..really early this morning. Things aren't going well with Voivod. He 
wouldn't get into it, but he's not happy." 


"No shit. He's pissed,” | said. 
Kirk looked over at me. "Yeah. | got that impression, too. Were you able to talk to him?" 
| gave him a half-shrug. "If you call yelling and trading insults, talking, then, yeah, sure." 


"Nothing's changed, huh? Still doesn't want to have anything to do with you, does he?" His eyes narrowed. "If 
that's the case, why did he call you?" 


"What a minute," | said. "*He* called *you*? It wasn't the other way around?" 


"That's right," Kirk responded. "I don't call him much anymore. If | have to leave a message, he doesn't return 
my call" He shrugged. "I just wait for him to call me. Then | know he wants to talk to me. Usually happens 
every few months or so.when he thinks the world is out to get him. Jason's gotten pretty paranoid and he 
thinks he's been cursed for leaving Met. Nothing has gone right for him since he left and he just can't seem 


to make things work." 


"Hts like Metallica still rules his life even though it's been years since he's been a part of it," Rob interjected 
"Yeah, that's exactly its" Kirk agreed. "So, Lars, why did he call you?" 

"He was worried about you: 

"About me? Why?" 


"He said something was going on with you and that you sounded kind of rough. Pretty much blamed James." | 


didn't have to wait long for his reaction. 


Kirk's brown eyes blazed with fire, turning almost black. "What the fuck? You've got to be kidding? We didn't 
talk about me at all. Why would he say that? No fucking way he would say that. He knows better. Asshole.” 


| wasn't lying when | said he could take care of himself. What | didn't say was that he could take care of 


James, too. Better even. 


Kirk turned to James, taking a step closer to him. "He lied, man. You haven't done anything and nothing's wrong. 


You believe that, right?" 
"Yeah. | knew he was lying. But, still, there's something--" 


Whatever James was going to say was cut off by the muffled ring of a cell phone. Kirk scrambled over to his 
guitar case and took out his cell phone. "This is Kirk" He paused. "Jason? What the hell is going on, man? | don't 


fucking understand" 

James grabbed the phone from him. "Newsted! What the fuck are you playing at? Kirk's just fine! You don't 
know shit, you lying asshole! Just stay the fuck out of our business." He snapped the phone shut. "Bastard 
hung up on me." 

"Yeah, he's pretty good at that," | muttered. 


Kirk took the phone from him. "You feel better now? Get it out of your system?" 


James shot him a look. "No," he said through gritted teeth. "He lied and had me fucking worried. And for what? 


Because he's pissed at the world? At Lars? At me? Man, does he have problems!" 
"Yes, he does." Kirk ran his hand up and down James’ arm. "You don't have to make his problems yours. So just 
breathe, man, breathe. There's nothing for you to worry about. Just breathe." He continued to pet James’ arm 


even as he opened the phone and pressed a few buttons. 


"Jason?" Kirk said into the phone as we moved closer, forming a circle around him. "I don't know what the fuck 


you're trying to do here. Why did you lie?" 


Jason was speaking too low for us to hear what he said in reply. However, the incredulity in Kirk's voice when 
he responded was hard to miss. "Got out of hand? You lied.about--about all sorts of things. I'd say you did 
more than let things get out of hand. You were trying to fucking sabotage us." Kirk paused. "Like hell it's not 
true. What you did was fucking deliberate, but it didn't work." 


Kirk stared at James even as he listened to whatever Jason was saying. He started shaking his head. "So you 


want me to go off with you? Is that it? Then I'd be safe from the big, bad Hetfield?" 


James took a hold of Kirk's free hand and | saw Kirk give it a squeeze. "I gotta news flash for you, Jason, 
you're the one who hurt me." There was a moment of silence. "Asshole, | did forgive you for that night. I'm 
talking about now. You went after James with this crazy shit you pulled today. Tried to fucking tear us apart. | 
can never forgive that." Kirk's voice turned softer. "We were friends once, Jason. And if you ever needed 
anything, | would have been there for you. But this is it. | won't let you hurt James like this. No more, man, no 
more. Just stay away from us..all of us. You blew it and its over for good now." He took a deep breath. "Good- 


bye, Jason" He closed the phone and shoved it in his pocket 

"Fuck," Rob said, finally breaking the silence that had descended. "That must have been hard! 

Kirk covered his eyes with his hand. ‘It was. Hurt a little, too’ 

James pulled Kirk to him, holding him close. "I don't think lIl ever understand what this was all about," he 
whispered, "but Im sorry you had to do that" He looked over Kirk's shoulder at me. “Hf we had tried a litle 


harder, maybe we could have cleared the air with him, made things better." 


"No," | said, moving closer to be heard. It was hard speaking past the lump in my throat. "It wouldn't have 


mattered. Jason wasn't--isn't--ready to forgive us yet. Might never be. We have no control over that" 


"All that anger,” Kirk said, his cheek nestled against James’ chest, right over his heart. "He needs to learn to 
let it go." 


"It doesn't sound like he's ever going to," Rob spoke up, subdued. 
"No." | shook my head, mourning the loss of another friend. "What a fucking shame." 
"| can't believe he lied" Kirk gave James' arm a squeeze. "I'm sorry about that." 


"Is not you who needs to be sorry," James said, kissing the top of Kirk's head. "Besides, it got me to thinking 
about things.about us. And, well." He took a deep breath and pulled away from Kirk. 


"Well, what?" Kirk's brow wrinkled. "Everything's great between us, James. There's nothing for you to worry 


about." 


"| know." James smiled and grasped Kirk's hand as he dug into his pocket with the other. "I ran an errand 
Today." 


| started to smile. | might not always know how James' mind works, but right then, | sure as fuck did. By the 


time he pulled out the jewelers box, | was grinning. 
"James?" Kirk stared at the box. "Y--You went on an errand?" 


James opened the lid and Rob and | moved closer for a better look. Two gold bands gleaned against the black 
fabric of the box. "Yeah, an errand." He took out one of the rings, holding it up high. "Be with me? Forever." 


Kirk stared at the lustrous band. He held out his hand, his eyes bright. "Yes." 
James slipped the ring onto Kirk's finger before putting its twin on his own. 


"Are you sure, James?" Kirk asked, looking up at him. "Is this what you want? Because | don't need it. I'm happy. 
You're happy. | don't need anything more." 


"You don't need anything more," James answered, "but you deserve more. This is what | want, baby." James 


touched his heart. "It feels right 

Kirk threw his arms around James’ neck and kissed him. 

| shifted, a bit uncomfortable when it looked like this display of affection was going to go on for sometime. 
"Hey, guys? Should we leave? Give you some privacy?" Rob asked, grinning like a fool. 


James wrapped his arms around Kirk's waist and broke the kiss. "No. I've never done it with an audience before. 


Might be fun" 

Kirk slapped him on the shoulder and laughed. "I don’t think so. 
"That's too bad" | smiled "I was looking forward to a quick show" 
"Who you calling quick?" James growled, but | knew better. 


| shook my head. "Are you two through? | think we've wasted enough time. At the rate we're going, this album 


will never get done." 


James gave Kirk another hard kiss. "Okay, now I'm ready." He brushed a thumb over Kirk's cheek. "For 


anything.” 


| grinned as | sat behind my kit. "Then let's do it” 


The End 


